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Upon what whirlwind didst thou ride
Hence, yet remain fix'd in my heart,

From me and to me fled and ti'd ?

Dark riddles of the amorous art!                       10

Love lent thee wings to fly, so he

Unfeather'd now must rest with me.

Help, help, brave youth!   I burn, I bleed I
The cruel god with bow and brand

Pursues the Hfe thy valour freed;                          15

Disarm him with thy conquering hand;

And that thou mayest the wild boy tame,

Give me his dart, keep thou his flame.

TO BEN JONSON

UPON OCCASION OF HIS ODE OF DEFIANCE ANNEX?D TO HIS PLAY

OF "THE NEW INN"

'Tis true, dear Ben, thy just chastising hand

Hath fix'd upon the sotted age a brand.

To their swoln pride and empty scribbling due;

It can nor judge nor write: and yet 'tis true

Thy comic Muse, from the exalted line                          5

Touched by thy Alchemist, doth since decline

From that her zenith, and foretells a red

And blushing evening, when she goes to bed;

Yet such as shall outshine the glimmering light

With which all stars shall gild the following night.        10

Nor think it much, since all thy eaglets may

Endure the sunny trial, if we say

This hath the stronger wing, or that doth shine

Trick'd up in fairer plumes, since all are thine.

Who hath his flock of cackling geese compar'd             15

With thy tun'd choir of swans? or else who dar'd

To call thy births deform'd? But if thou bind

By city-custom or by gavelkind5

In equal shares thy love on all thy race,

We may distinguish of their sex and place;                  20

Though one hand form them, and though one brain strike

Souls into all, they are not all alike.